A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Gorring had been my orderly-room sergeant and
colour-sergeant In the Nigerian Mounted Infantry,
ten years previously. A cheery iellow, of the Royal
Berkshire Regiment, he had served in Mounted
Infantry in the South African War and against
Fulani rebels in the Hausa States and sang a very
good song at smoking concerts, when once warmed
up, his chef-d'ceuvre being a ditty entitled: 4By
studying economy,, I live like a lord/
"All right/ I reply, cbut you must study economy!'
At which remark the slightest of slight smiles
becomes visible at the corners of the lips. After the
parade I tell Gorring to go round to my room at
the Victoria Hotel, quite handy, I order drinks,
Goning had a whisky and soda, and I a ginger ale.
sHere3s to speedy promotion, sir/ says the old
warrior - incapable of taking advantage -'but I'm
surprised to see you drinking ginger ales sir.5
"Well, you see, Gorring/ I say, Tm studying
economy! Moreover, in this war, for what I shall
have to do, I can never do it on whisky. Things are
more serious now than they were at Zaria, when
Colonel Cubitt used to sing " Sally in our Alley" to
us at 3 ajn. and be on parade at 6. West Africa
plus cocktails nearly killed me, and I gave up all
drink several years ago/
As my old friend lives in London I attest him, to
give him pay and allowances of his old rank, and
3%